4-2 ■ The Bfilorie of 

t hat were his Lackies : I cried hum, and well, go to, 

But roarkt him not a word jOjhe is as tedious 

Asa tyred Horfe,arayling Wife, . 

VVorfe then a fmokie Houfe. 1 had rather hue 
With Cheefe and Garlike in a Windmill farre. 

Then feed on cates, and haue him talke to .me, 

In any Summer-houfe in Chriltendome. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrange concealements, valiant as a Lion, 

And wondrous atf able,and as bountifull 
As Mines of India : (hall I tcllyou,Coofen, 

He holds your temper in a high rcfpeft, 

And curbs himfeUe,euen of his naturall fcopc. 

When you come croffe his humor,faith he docs -• 

I warrant you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done, 

Without the taft of danger and reproofc: 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreat you. <*, 

Wor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilful! blame,, 
^ndfinceyourcomminghither.haue done enough 
To put him quite befides his patience.* 

You mu ft needs learne, Lord, to amend this fault. 
Though fometimes it ihew greatneiTe, courage, blood,. 
And thats the deareft grace it renders you ; 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harih rage, 

Defed qf manners, want of gouernement, 

Pride, hautineire,o,pinion, and difdaine; 

Theleaft of which haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofethmens hearts,andleaues behind a ftainc.' 

Vpon the beautie of all parts befides. 

Beguiling them ofcommsndation. 

Hot. Well,Iamfchoold,Good-manners beyour fpeed, 
Heerecome ourwiues,and let vs take ourleaues. 

Enter giendowerjwith the Ladies. 

(Mor* This is the deadly fpight that angers me. 

My Wife can fpeake no Englipj, I no Wel/b. 

(jlen. MyX)aiighterw?epes,fheelenotpartwithyou, 
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Shcelebeafouldier too, ihecleto thewarres. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that (he, and my Aunt Percy, 
Shall follow in yourcondudfpeedily. 

Glendnoer /peaty u ^ er tn ^el/b, and fie anjweris 
him in the fame* 
glen. Sheisdefperatheere, 

Apeeuifli felfe-wil d harlotry, one that no perfwafion cati doc 
good vpon. 

The Lady Jpeaty in Wcl/h. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy lookes, that pretty welfli, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefefwellingheauens,, 

I am too perfed in,and but for fhame 
Infuch a parley ihould I anfwerethee. 

The Lady againe in Wel/b. 

(Mor. I vnderftand thy killes, and thou mine. 

And thats a feeling deputation : 

But I will neucr be a truant loue, 

Tilll haue learn’d thy language/or thy tongue 
Makes Wel/b as Tweets as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a farre Quecne in a Summers bowre. 

With rauiihing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay.if thou melt, then will Iherunne mad. 

The Lady jfeakes againe in Wel/b, 

Mor. 0,1 am ingnorance it ftlfe in this. 

Glen. She bids you on the wanton ruiheslay you downe,. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap. 

And Ihe will fing the Long that pieafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the God of fleepe*. 

Charming your bloud with plealing heauineife. 

Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fieepe , 

As isthedifferencebetwixt day andnight. 

The houre before the heauenlyharueft teeme ♦ 

Begins his golden progreife in theEaft. 

^Mor. With all my heart He fit and heare her fing, 

By that time will our bookel thinke be drawne. 

Glen. Dofo ; and thole Muiitionsthar ihall play to you, 
Hang in thesyre a thoui'and Leagues from thence. 

And ftraightthey ihall be here, fit and attent, 

F % Hot . 


